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Saturday, July 24th







The techno music thumped, doof doof doof, right through my chest, making my voice go funny whenever I shouted. So awesome. The sweating crowd heaved all around me, intertwined, most kissing, their passion filling the air as much as the smoke produced by the fog machines. Colored lights flashed, lasers too. I bloody well loved it. ’Cause this was Badda-Bings, my dad’s gay gentlemen’s club, on a Saturday night, and I couldn’t think of any other place I’d rather be.

My name’s Jake Brock-Wilson, and this here’s my story once I came of age, as they say. ’Cause yeah, tonight the club was packed to the rafters all thanks to me.

This was my party.

My eighteenth.

Yet, despite loving the attention I got, sometimes even from the cute waiters who wore nothing but glittery, brightly colored G-stings, cheeky smiles, and nothing else, I only had eyes for one man.

My heart was his too.

All night, Larry held me like I was the only one there, the only one who mattered. My heart fluttered every time he looked into my eyes. Every time he caressed my back while holding me. Every time he smiled.

’Cause I knew all of that was just for me.

Then, like a fairy tale really, on the stroke of midnight Larry pressed his lips against mine, sending me into a spin. I was glad he was holding me tightly. Otherwise, I knew I would have fallen flat on my ass onto the dance floor, my knees suddenly going weak. My breath was taken from me, but that’s only ’cause my already fluttering heart became lodged in my throat.

His kiss…no, our kiss, quickly deepened.

There was a hunger about it from the both of us, complete with wandering hands and everything. Hands that wandered lower. Larry soon cupped my butt firmly, keeping me held into to his massive bulk.

I fucking loved it.

When parted with our kiss, breathless, licking my numb lips from our passion, sweating from the rush too, needing more, he said dreamily, “I gotta say, I love how I’ve gotta pick ya up so that we can pash.”

His words cut through the noise of the music and the din of the crowd ’cause they spoke directly to my soul. And as far as I was concerned, that was always open for him, no matter what.

Without thought, and grinding myself against him, feeling safe, warm, and loved enough to do so, hardening too, I replied, “Larry, I so love that you can pick me up and hold me. It’s everything to me. But don’t you think it’s now time for you to have your way with me, now that I’m legal?”

Larry smiled from ear to ear. “Hell yeah, I’ve been waitin’ for this moment for so long, gotta tell ya.”

“Me too. And I can’t wait anymore either.” Funnily enough, I trembled with anticipation and a touch of nerves then. Good nerves. I also felt myself get warm, especially through my cheeks to my neck when I added, “Let’s get outta here so you can fuck my brains out—I need your dick in me, Larry, no lie!”

He didn’t reply, only kept grinning, looking hungry like a wolf, an expression that went to his sparkling blue eyes, beyond that even. And yeah, that sure did reach to my soul and then some, ’cause my dick went rock hard, uncomfortably so. Jeez! I was panting for him, I really was.

What’s more, he didn’t let me go either!

Larry carried me easily across the dance floor towards the exit like I was his blushing bride, me giggling as I hung my arms around his shoulders, people parting in his wake, smiling, patting us both on our backs.

“Go git it on, lads!” one guy screamed nearest me, causing others to add their encouragement until it became a chorus.

So good.

’Cause yeah, our love for each other had been building up for so long, weeks now, I was at boiling point. Truly. We’d spent every waking moment together for just as much time too; I quit my old office job with Mister Anderson and now worked for Larry as his office clerk at his reinvigorated investigation company.

And ’cause of how we were, and not leaving any doubt about it, everyone knew what was going to happen next between us. I couldn’t be happier, not even if the sky fell to try and ruin our moment. ’Cause even if such a disaster did happen, the world thrown back into the Stone Age or something, I’m sure Larry would still do me in some cave in the dark while everyone else panicked.

I’d be fine with that too.




• • •




During the drive to our hotel room, the one my dad had paid for as part of my birthday present, I couldn’t help but stare lovingly at Larry. All the way there, no less. I also touched him the same way, my attention on his inside leg more than anywhere else.

“You’re makin’ me harder, ya know that?” Larry stated, obviously trying his best to concentrate on driving through the busy streets, other cars lights blurring before us ’cause of a light drizzle.

“It’s my intention, I’m sure you realize.” I was being cheeky, but I didn’t care.

I wanted him.

He chuckled. “Ya so gonna get it, Jake-y.”

“Again, my intention,” I replied giggling, trying to be coy but failing.

Seriously, I was like a salivating dog, begging for any little treat from him, a smile, wink, nod, anything, I’d become that horny. And aside from my own hard-on making me ache, tingling all over with my lust, from what I felt of his, when we got into our room, I would be getting the biggest treat of them all.

Jeez, I wanted him so bad.

The wait had been long enough. Too long. I’d soon be gagging for it, no damn doubt. And gag for it I would.

Bloody awesome.

When we were finally at the hotel, car valet parked and the both of us checked in, Larry carried me across the threshold into our room up on one of the top floors—one of the penthouses, I believed.

The place was huge!

Larry put me down gently, both of us beaming smiles. But before I could worship him as I knew I would, my big and handsome bara man, oh my, I had to take a second to soak in where I’d found myself.

Explore it too.

Not only was the room massive, it was lavish in every way possible. From the extravagant furnishings, to fine cushions, patterned rugs, champagne waiting for us, chocolates too, to the size of the TV and tub, it was amazing. Dad went all out for Larry and me. Wow. In fact, the tub had its own TV we could watch while soaking in it. Even the loo was fancy—the kind that cleans your butt for you in various different ways, depending on the buttons pressed.

Double wow!

“I don’t think I belong in here,” I admitted.

Larry, always reassuring, said, “Ya belong anywhere, ya do.”

“Oh?” I was momentarily confused. “What makes you say that?”

“’Cause ya with me, that’s why,” he stated matter-of-factly, shrugging but adding a reassuring wink. I couldn’t argue with that. “So why don’t’cha come here and give me some of that lovin’ ya been promisin’.” And with that, he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off his massive shoulders, quick as a flash.

I almost fainted at the sight of what was revealed.

Larry’s pecs alone, massive mounds of rippling tanned muscle capped by beautifully pinkish-brown nipples, hard and getting harder, were worth the cost of the room. But I knew I’d be seeing more. So much more! At the same time, and because I’d been waiting for so long, I honestly felt like a pauper who’d been invited to a feast; I didn’t know where to start!

As such, I stood there awestruck, quivering with delight, eyes wide and unable to process anything ’cause his presence affected me that much.

I mean, to see Larry without his shirt on, sure was something as my gaze wandered all over him. I gulped as I did so, feeling my extremities tingle, my dick leak into my undies, soaking them I’m sure, and my heart pound and pound. ’Cause jeez, even his arms, especially his biceps, were also a wonderland waiting to be discovered—they were so bulky and hard I wanted to touch them…no, I wanted to do more than that.

I wanted to kiss them.

Without delay, not even thinking about it any further, I rushed to him, feeling myself stir even more, butterflies rising. I yearned, ached to the point of delightful hurt as soon as I touched his bare skin and caressed him lovingly. Larry was so warm. Smelt great too; that combination cologne he wore (which was still his secret) and his musky manliness all rolled into one intoxicated me.

Larry was a veritable assault to the senses.

The best kind.

With quivering lips close to his nipples, I whispered, “I want to kiss you all over, your nips, your pecs, your biceps, your abs, all of you.”

Larry groaned. “Do it, please! Worship me, Jake-y!”

And yeah, he was a god to be worshiped—my god—for sure. “I so will. Now get yourself on that bed. This is just the start of it.”

Larry obeyed.

I was on top of him within a trembling breath. His bulk beneath me was more than a comfort, but I didn’t waste any more time to simply stare. I got to it.

Licking my lips, wetting them, I kissed his nipples, soon rolling my tongue around them, leaving them wet, loving that I did. Loving even more how he also quivered, moaned too, ’cause of what I did to him.

“Mhmm, yeah!” he said, as breathless as I was. “That’s good.”

As I worked my mouth, rubbing myself against him as I did so, crotch against crotch, rising to the delirious heights, warming as well, he whispered, “Sniff my pits. Get me really hard, Jake-y!”

Larry moved his arms so they were above his head, exposing his armpits for me, those shaved wonders like deep crevices of delight between the massive forms of his pecs and posterior shoulder muscles.

“That’s sooo hot,” I said, crawling up him so I could do as he asked, also loving that the things which seemed to turn him on were making me feel giddy with lust as well.

I loved smelling Larry as much as I could. Now, and with my nose where he desired it, where I did too, I was getting his full pungency. But I didn’t stop with smelling. No. I kissed and licked him there too, savoring the tangy sweetness that welcomed me.

My tongue tingled as much as the rest of me.

He was soon wet from my efforts there, his manly flavor dissipating because of my attention. But I didn’t stop. I went to his other armpit. Again, his musk was riper and more arousing than the rest of him there.

I savored it so much, moaning my arousal.

Soon, I wanted to kiss and lick him all over, all of his muscles in turn, I really did, including the bulging mass I could feel between his legs.

That would be my reward for doing my best for him.

But not yet.

Larry had other ideas.

“Kiss me!” he said. “Lemme taste myself off ya lips.”

And as it was asked, I did so. I kissed him, deeply and with passion that could have only come ’cause of the build-up we’d shared already. I was in his mouth with my tongue as much as I’d been in his pits, feeling safe and secure lying on him, draped over him really, his muscles heaving with his rapidly increasing breathing.

It was amazing to experience.

The kiss we shared, felt to our souls, lived and cherished lasted forever. A wonderful forever ending all too quickly, as far as I was concerned. I moaned, wanting more.

I got my wish.

We kissed and kissed again, my emotions and my lust increasing exponentially while our tongues connected us in such a special way. By the time I parted I was a quivering, wonderful disaster. Sweating too.

“Oh…Larry!” I managed through numb lips wet with my affection for him.

“Take me clothes off,” he said, voice sounding as wolfish as his expression now. “Smell me everywhere. Kiss me. Do ya thing! Make me so horny for ya I won’t be able to stand the madness that’ll follow.”

I nodded.

A blink of an eye later, I removed his pants.

The sight of his bulge almost sent me into a carnal spin.

Oh. My. God!

The wet patch too.

“You’re…you’re so big,” I said, not just referring to his muscles.

I couldn’t help but smile. Feel anxious and desire in equal measure too. Yeah, I’d soon have his monster dick inside me, in my mouth and my ass in turn, but I needed it to be so.

Really needed it.

What good was a thirsty bottom boy without his man’s dick inside him, anyway? And yep, it’s a good thing I’d been preparing myself for this moment with an amply sized dildo I’d bought online a few weeks ago. I don’t know how I was going to take Larry, otherwise.
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